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Paladine, Part 2
By Goth_Angel

As the entity coalesced before them, the assembled scientists and heroes heard its “birth-cry.”  
Some present realized the potential embodied in
this new being.  Though in body a man, his mind
was less than a child’s.   Absolute innocence, insatiable curiosity, overwhelming desire to learn, these
were the defining characteristics of the young man
whom some would anoint “the world’s first, true
innocent.”  He was presented to the leaders of the
nation, both political and heroic, and they decided
his fate.  He would be trained, taught to be everything he could be, raised as an ideal.  But he would
be hidden, he would be their secret.  And above all,
he would be watched.
His quick charm and infectious attitude made
him a favorite among his teachers.   He hungrily
learned everything put before him.  Though he did
well in his studies, he always had difficulty understanding relationships with others.  He was always
well liked, as who could not like such an honest,
open, vulnerable creature, but he could never truly
understand the motivations of others, their emotional states.   He wanted to empathize with others, but this was not enough to help him overcome
the limitations which set him apart from humans,
making him forever a little uneasy in their presence.  
Perhaps it stemmed from an eternity of loneliness;
or perhaps it was a result of his great transformation
from being the only thing in his universe to being a
very small part of theirs.  Regardless of the cause, he
never quite fit in with others, seeming the perpetual
alien.
When he was ready to face the world, they
dressed him in white, and yellow, and scarlet.  They
placed a burning star upon his chest, and draped a
scarlet cape from his shoulders. His cover story was
released to the press.  A vague story of a far-flung
alien world, from where he had been sent to protect
the Earth, to learn from our heroes.  True enough
in its own way.

him into human culture, exposing him to her own
interests and loves, giving him a taste of what it was
to truly be human.
He grew under the love and care of those to
whom he had been entrusted.   His heart learned
what it was to be human.
And before her death in the war, the young
witch, who had loved him from the first, was the
one who named him.   She saw all the possibility
of absolute goodness, the innocence, the pure love
from him, and baptized him Paladine.
_______________________________________
Empty now, cried out, Paladine floated among
the evening wisps of clouds.  His phone buzzed urgently inside his belt, demanding his attention. Deliberately, dreading the confrontation he assumed
was coming, he reached for it and flipped it open.
“You ok?” Jill asked.
He cleared his throat, thinking about the question, and finally answered, “No, but I’m a lot better
than I was.  I’m sorry for yelling at you earlier.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it.   I was really worried about you.  You sounded terrible and then you
wouldn’t answer the phone…Want to talk about
He was indoctrinated in the ways of the hero.   it?”
He was taught by some of the best; the greatest beHe realized she must have read the journal by
ings on Earth impressed upon him what it meant
now.   For a moment he worried the whole world
to sacrifice everything for the innocent.  Most were
might know about it by now.  He hung his head
mentors to him, but a few became dear friends.  Of
in shame as he hovered a mile above the waters in
these, the one he grew closest to, was Jill Pastor, of
the still night sky, seeing in his head, all the destrucSkyway City.   More than a contact, they became
tion, all the grief his other self had caused.   The
the closest of friends, one of the few humans with
blasted city appeared before his mind’s eye, the lost
whom he felt he could share.  Treating him as a
souls of all those doomed to an eternity of restless
friend, almost like a son, she helped to indoctrinate
suffering, and he began to weep anew.
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Paladine Continued

in, then she continued.   “In this galaxy, there’s a
mathematical probability of three million EarthHe was almost surprised that other heroes weren’t type planets. And in all of the universe, three milhunting him down to destroy him.  He said so.
lion, million galaxies like this. And in all of that
and
perhaps more, only one of each of us. Don’t
“Pal, that wasn’t you.  YOU didn’t do that.” She
destroy
the one named Paladine.” She said, quoting
scolded, like a mother telling a rebellious youth to
a
speech
by Doctor McCoy to Captain Kirk from
behave.
his favorite television show.
“It was my writing, it was my name.  I did that
He began laughing out loud, tears coming from
to that world, or at least a version of me did.  What
his
eyes,
this time in joy rather than pain.  She knew
makes you think it couldn’t happen here?  I’m not
how
much
he loved Star Trek.
human, what happens if I go crazy?  That Paladine
murdered every living creature of that Earth.  Why
“OK Jill, you win.  I’ll be back in, in a minute,
shouldn’t everyone be afraid of me?”  He rattled out ‘Mom’.” He said smiling, still laughing and wiping
quickly, almost afraid to pause, afraid of the an- his eyes on his sleeve.
swers.
He heard her smile as she said, “Good.”
The phone was silent for a moment as she waited
Paladine replaced the phone in his belt and beto ensure he was done.
gan the flight back to Peregrine Island.  He smiled
“I’ll tell you why I’m not afraid, why I know as he flew and decided that even though he did not
it couldn’t happen here. I trust you.  And so does completely understand what it was to be human, he
everyone who knows you.   At your core, you are loved them.
good.”  She stopped, pausing for the words to sink
      
   THE END

26 Seconds
By Richard Raymer (ParadigmShift)
26 seconds -- not time enough to decide the fate
of thousands of living beings, or the worth of one’s
own heart.
Randall Morrow studied the obviously juryrigged device before him. The mask of ParadigmShift
covered his furrowed brow and the battle within
himself.
In the doorway of the sparsely-furnished Perez
Park office, MsTaken finished the last of the Crey Security they had known would be waiting. Despite his
turmoil, Morrow smiled slightly as his blue-skinned
teammate twirled her finger in time to the spinning,
armor-clad Power Tank held by her gravity control.
A few feet behind ParadigmShift, Cerebral Tempest stood stolidly, an unconscious Agent at his feet.
ParadigmShift studied the countdown timer: 0026.

The Detective immediately recognized the coded
meeting request and asked, “Where and when?”
At her reply, Morrow lowered the receiver,
donned his jacket. On his way out, he stopped at the
Lieutenant’s office.
“Heading out on a tip, Leu.,” he tossed, continuing his momentum toward the door.

*  *  *
Although it seemed like days, it was only hours
ago that Morrow’s phone rang at his desk at the
PPD.
“Homicide.”
“Detective Morrow?” asked a young female
voice.
“Speaking.”
Hesitantly, the voice replied, “We need an attitude adjustment.”
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26 Seconds Continued
The Lieutenant started, “Stop ducking out on
your partner, MOrr--,” before realizing the detective
was already gone.
*  *  *
Scolie’s was a dive in south King’s Row. Inside,
Morrow took a seat in a dark booth across from a
woman he recognized from the Crey main office.
She slid a manila folder to him across the dingy surface.
“You have a WMD moving through Paragon,”
she spoke evenly.
Visions of Siren’s Call flashed across his mind as
he began to rise.
“Nothing quite like that,” she quickly added,
and the PPD Detective realized she was reading his
mind.
“Sorry … just trying to save time. Listen. I realize
most of what my company does isn’t exactly above
board, but this is too much. Read that file, but do it
quickly. There isn’t much time.”
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be again? Memories flashed across the screen of his
mind, showing the Park as it once was. Like New
York’s Central Park, it provided a much-needed dose
of nature in an otherwise urban landscape. Families
could once picnic in an area now covered with Hellions, lovers had strolled along creeks now occupied
by zombies and their keepers, and workers used to
be able to get to their jobs without risking their lives
at the hands of gangs. Isn’t the return of that picturesque idea worth the lives of those who’d gladly use
an innocent’s body parts to experiment with?

*  *  *
Dr. Rawlings echoed that sentiment earlier in a
gritty interrogation room. “Think about it, Detective, when word gets out that Perez is safe again, families -- actual families -- will be able to take advantage
of the park after so many years. Are you protecting
the monsters now? Do you for one moment think
you could walk into Perez without some hero to back
you up? Are those things what you vowed to protect
and serve?”
“Is that what you’re looking for? Recognition?
Heroism?” Detective Morrow retorted.
“Heroes…” Rawlings muttered, lowering his
*  *  *
gaze to the table, “What the world needs are ordinary
In Perez, ParadigmShift glared at the makeshift people.”
wiring of the device. When thinking what it would
“The device will be in the Park,” the Crey woman
do if activated, the moral surety he normally felt            had said. “The War Walls stop the waves it uses to
evaporated. He could feel his teammates’ concern as carry the agent, but inside, there’s practically no limit
they looked on. The timer read: 0022.
to the range.”
“How’s it disarmed?”
*  *  *
She replied, “Rawlings is a brilliant particle theoUpon returning to the department earlier that afrist,
but not an electrical engineer, and not very trustternoon, Morrow had perused the envelope. He read
ing.
It’s possibly something simple like red and black
the case of a Crey scientist named Sam Rawlings.
wires
to a lantern battery. The transmitter’s the bigYears ago, he and his parents had walked through
gest
current
draw.”
Perez early in the park’s occupation by “deadlies,”
department slang for the thousands of villains who
*  *  *
gather there. A confrontation ensued.
After changing to ParadigmShift and enlisting
“Parents killed right in front of him,” he said to aid, it took only a few moments for the Forever
no one. He skipped ahead to the science prodigy’s League members to find the only building in the
internship at Crey, and then his subsequent neural Park with Crey guards. The ensuing fight was fierce,
research as a full-fledged Crey researcher. His experi- but swift.
ments resulted in a device that could actually differFor the hundredth time in the past few moments,
entiate between “good” and “evil” impulses in the ParadigmShift grilled himself, I’ve got the opportunity
brain. It could also generate a   broadcastable neu- to completely change the face of the city. I can give the
tralizing agent; one that would kill the affected indi- people a place to come again and give the cops some levidual. He immediately realized the scientist’s plan.
verage against the monsters at the same time -- turn the
park back into what it was intended to be. When I was
*  *  *
a child I loved Perez Park.
“You OK, ‘Shift?” MsTaken asked, bringing ParAn unbidden thought entered his mind, “A
adigmShift back to the present. The room was quiet,
child, you say? My friend, remember...”
the fight over. He turned his hooded gaze from the
The hero fell into the past; into memory so redevice for a moment to look into his friend’s quescent, it stung.
tioning eyes.
*  *  *
“I’ll be alright,” he replied. But would he ever
It didn’t take long before the cry of someone in trou-
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26 Seconds Continued
ble reached his ears. Descending quickly, he spotted the
Skull attempting to steal a purse. The problem for the
Skull was the purse’s owner was winning the struggle.
Looking closer, it didn’t take ParadigmShift long to
see why. God, he’s nothing more than a kid -- can’t
be more than eleven or twelve, he thought, hovering
closely behind the inexperienced criminal.
“Y’know, that makeup would be a lot scarier if you
got it right,” the hero commented, getting the boy’s attention. Knowing he’d been discovered, the Skull released
the purse and fingered the pistol in his jacket.
“Now, why would a kid throw a bunch of stuff on
his face and steal a purse from an old lady?A lady who,
by the way, was about to kick your butt,” ParadigmShift
taunted. The next couple of seconds’ll tell the story. He’ll
either go for the gun or...
He bolted. The hero was tempted to let him escape
with the lesson learned, but remembered a small caliber
bulge in the child’s jacket. A second later, he had a grip
on the jacket and took the child soaring into the King’s
Row night sky.
“You’re probably tempted to slide out of that jacket
onto the closest roof, but you know that gun goes with it,
right? Where’d it come from? Dad’s locker?”
“Freak!” the boy squeaked , his last bravado amid
rising panic that he’d stepped into something way too
big. “OK,” the hero replied, “Look below. What’cha see?
A cop. HE gets you, you’re in trouble. Dad comes down
to the station, probably grounds you ‘til you’re eighteen.
Now, take a look to your left...”
What the boy saw on a nearby roof froze his
heart...
It is one thing to hear the Circle of Thorns spoken
of quietly at a sleepover, a flashlight shining on the storyteller’s face. It is another thing to see the boogeyman
incarnate, bathed in a green glow -- not the green of
grass, but the green of bile, vomit, and death.
“Now if HE gets ahold of you, it’s all ov--,” ParadigmShift continued, then stopped, realizing the child
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was shaking.
Not a hard case after all…just a kid. Somebody’s
son.
Somebody’s father…
...uncle…
...or brother...
The hero blinked rapidly, recovering from the
memory and finding himself before the device
again.
Understanding poured over him like a waterfall,
focusing him. How many of those “monsters” out there
are mere children, teenagers, or desperates waiting for
an example of leadership or compassion? Trapped with
seemingly nowhere else to go…no future… thinking no
one cares.
The tension he had felt for hours left his body as
he made the decision he knew he must.
There’ll have to be another way, he thought as, with
5 seconds to spare, he gently pulled the power wire
from the device.
Silence.
Soon, “Kinda worried me there, ‘Shift. Looked
like you weren’t gonna stop it for a minute,” MsTaken said as she approached.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” he responded without
looking, instead his eyes were focused on Cerebral
Tempest, whose aloof and dispassionate exterior concealed a considerable complexity.
“Thank you,” he stated quietly, away from
MsTaken.
“No need, my friend,” the normally silent Cerebral Tempest replied, “besides, you knew the correct
path already.”
“Maybe I just needed a reminder...” ParadigmShift whispered, heading toward the building’s door.  
Seeing the multitude of villains milling about, the
heroes took to the air.
“…of why we’re here.”
THE END

3/7/07 10:35:52 AM

The Paragon Tattler April, 2007

www.cityofheroes.com

Page 6

FANTASTIC FAN ART!
WindSong Sonic/Storm on Infinity
By John Millington

Crimson Storm
By Douglas Shuler/Darkjedi
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Group Pic
By Alex Dai

The Paragon Tattler Fan Art & Fiction Submission Guidelines are now Online! FOR THE SCOOP ON HOW YOU CAN
BE A TATTLE-TALE TOO VISIT US AT http://www.cityofheroes.com/community/fansubmission_guidelines.html

The Fine Print

You acknowledge that by using the software that NC Interactive, Inc. (“NCI”) makes available (the “Software”) from our web site, currently http://www.cityofheroes.com  (the “Web
Site”),  for a massively multiplayer subscription-based comic book hero role-playing game service (the “Service”) you will have access to graphics, sound effects, music, animation-style video,
content, layout, design, files, data, characters (and items and attributes associated with characters), game objects and text (collectively, “Game Content”). Neither NCI nor Cryptic Studios,
Inc. (“Cryptic”) pre-screens Game Content as a matter of policy, but has the right (not the obligation) to remove at any time Game Content that it deems harmful, offensive, or otherwise
objectionable.
You acknowledge that NCI, Cryptic and their Game Content providers have rights in their respective Game Content under copyright and other applicable laws, and that you accept full
responsibility and liability for your use of any Game Content in violation of any such rights. NCI, Cryptic and their Game Content providers grant you the right to use the Game Content for
noncommercial, personal purposes, including in connection with creating fan fiction or fan web sites regarding the same.  However, you acknowledge and agree that you shall not reproduce,
prepare derivative works based upon, distribute, publicly perform, or transmit any Game Content for commercial uses without first obtaining the express written consent of NCI.   For
clarification purposes only, “derivative works based upon” Game Content are works that are substantially similar, both in ideas and expression, to the Game Content.   If a work created by
you or someone other than NCI or Cryptic (or their Game Content providers) is likely to bring to mind the Game Content, then it is likely that such work is a derivative work of the Game
Content, which may not be used for commercial purposes.
You can upload to and create content on our servers in various forms, such as in selections you make and characters and items you create for City of Heroes, and in bulletin boards or similar
user-to-user areas (“Member Content”). By submitting Member Content to or creating Member Content on any area of the Service and/or throughout the world, you (a) warrant that
your Member Content is your own original work, which does not violate any rights of any third party (including, without limitation, any patent, copyright, trademark or other intellectual
property right, or any privacy, publicity or publishing rights), and (b) acknowledge and agree that such Member Content is the sole property of NCI and Cryptic Studios and assign to NCI
and Cryptic Studios all right, title and interest, including copyright, in and to the Member Content.  NCI or Cryptic, in their sole discretion, may edit and modify the Member Content. To
the extent that NCI cannot claim exclusive rights in Member Content by operation of law, you hereby grant (or you warrant that the owner of such Member Content has expressly granted) to
NCI and its related Game Content providers a non-exclusive, universal, perpetual, irrevocable, royalty-free, sublicenseable right to exercise all rights of any kind or nature associated with such
Member Content, and all ancillary and subsidiary rights thereto, in any languages and media now known or not currently known.
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